DE
To   the  artist, expression  is the only mode under which he can conceive life at all.    To him what is dumb is dead.    But to Christ it was  not  so.     With  a  width   and  wonder   of imagination that fills one almost with awe, he took  the entire world of the inarticulate, the voiceless  world  of pain, as  his  kingdom, and made of himself its external mouthpiece.   Those of whom I have spoken, who are dumb under oppression and f whose silence is heard only of God/ he chose as his brothers.    He sought to become eyes to the blind, ears to the deaf, and a  cry in the lips of those whose tongues had been tied.    His desire was to he to the myriads who   had  found  no   utterance a very trumpet through   which   they   might   call   to   heaven. And feeling, with the artistic nature of one to whom suffering and sorrow were modes through which  he  could realise  his conception of the beautiful, that  an idea  is of no value  till  it becomes incarnate and is made an image, he made of himself the image of the Man of Sorrows, and as such has fascinated and dominated art as no Greek god ever succeeded in doing.